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institution that for many years has annually spent upwards of three thou- 
sand dollars to bring over from Paris a lot of canvases that would never 
pass an American jury of selection. If the accident of manufacture — the word 
is well chosen — is the determining factor in the selection, they had better 
be left in their foreign environment. Dealers, again, have been 
prone to create vogues and exploit schools. It is to be hoped that the 
near future may bring a more generous exploitation of home talent. Mr. 
Du Mond has done well in taking to the Far West a judicious selection of 
Old World and Eastern artists, and the people have been cordial in their 
support and sincere in their indorsement. The show was planned not less 
as an education than as a treat, but it is a question if it would not have been 
equally educational and interesting if it had been more distinctively Amer- 
ican. The community he sought to educate would doubtless like to have 
been introduced to many native artists whose names were not in the cata- 
logue, and would not have grieved over the absence of certain others. Be 
that as it may, the recent show marks a new era in art exhibitions in the 
West, and the patronage accorded it voices a condition that Eastern com- 
munities have perhaps little suspected. W. J. Woodworth. 

AN ARTIST'S "BOOMERANG" THROUGH EUROPE 

With no presumption that it has not been thought before — the longer I 
live the more sure I am that each thinking man should have a law unto him- 
self, and that from this, more than from any conformity, art will proceed. 
Our individual opinions are scarcely more than whims serving our own pur- 
poses, and my habits would surely avail another very little. Say I drift — 
I am desultory in study and travel. That might be good for Silviera arid 
foreordained ruin to Krehbiel. Faithful only in my attachment to the north 
country and purpose to interpret it, I go at all else with the cramming pro- 
cess, absorbing impression? rather than facts, and symbols rather than things. 
With such a psychic sieve I traveled through Europe; and it all amounted 
to an outing and a dream. But a dream may have its virtue, and bring a ^ 
ladder to Jacob. I feel that I got most good at the least cost of time and 
money, and since time was money, I had no choice but to go on shuttlecock 
schedule. 

I went through the schools, in one side and out the other, and might have 
been content to rest a while on their gloomy mercies had I not already known 
of the art institutes of America. I found friends there who were pleased to 
plod under the smoky lamps for an occasional flare of the master, and doubt- 
less with profit, but it seemed not for me. I am free only under the open 
sky, and I believe there is something for art in freedom. There are those 
in the old academic because of their need, others because it has been the habit 
of artists to serve time. Those who are there in conformity to custom may 
paint according to custom, but some will return with material proof of 
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the virtue of foreign tutelage. As to the romance of it, there is a study in 
perspective for you. At the expense of comfort and hygiene and purity of 
atmosphere there is doubtless somewhat to be gained in the ecoles beyond 
that attainable in our own schools, but the advantage grows less and less, 
and who cannot go need not weep. To the end of purely American art, 
faith is the fulcrum, diligence the power, and much is being dissipated in. the 




ALONG THE MIANUS RIVER 
By Leonard Ochtman 
(Home-developed ; home-kept) 

joy of Paris and Munich. But, there is always a but^ we can't curse the 
nest that so many fine birds come out of. Our own "bluff " will hold 
better when our aces come up. 

It strikes me that the only artists that America can fairly claim are those 
that have been *' made " here. We may boast of Ochtman and Adams, 
but Melchers and McEwen are foreigners who rarely find a subject in the 
States and will always carry the sweet odor of peat smoke. We have land- 
scape-painters to throw at the face of the world, but with these our schools 
had little to do. We want academicians, born in America, schooled in Amer- 
ica, developed in America, and kept in America, honored at home and 
abroad. Then our schools shall need no bolster and fear no foreign scorn. 

Outside of the schools, it would be a dull individual indeed who could 
not get infinite good from the survey of Europe from Scotland toVenice and 
a view of the masterpieces which American money has not taken away, 
but it is possible to get on without it, and it is possible that the coming artist 
of America will know exclusively his own country and carry a heart in tune 
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PORTRAIT OF MY MOTHER 

By C. W. Hawthorne 

Shown at the Lewis and Clark Exposition 
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with that of his own people. Yet, at the risk of neutralizing the angeHco of 
American students — for I address students solely — I commend a trip to 
Europe. The new music in your souls will drive out the " treason" to your 
country. 

Travel puts more warp in your frame to weave to, and that is good, but 
I suspect that too long a- wandering will make Jack a stranger to his wigwam 




FLYING CLOUDS 
By Charles H. Davis 
(Home developed; hcme-kept) 

and perchance to himself. Not so if he carry a plus of purpose, but most of 
us are not so very constant and must needs hold close to the bull's-eye. I 
am convinced that I profited more at the windows of moving trains, trams, 
and bateaus than I should have at a Julien easel. For a landscape-painter 
no gallery is comparable with the thousand passing compositions of the gar- 
den of old England; the clustered farm-houses and grcen-trunked trees and 
checkered fields of Belgium and France; the unmeasurable mountains and 
green valleys of the cantons; the roUing vineyards and architectural reliquary 
of Lombardy; the clear blue skies, the shimmering opal of palazzo and rich 
color of quaint barca on the Adriatic shores; the mediaeval and memorial 
grandeur of the Rhine and its goblin-haunted castles; and the canals and 
dikes, windmills and picturesque costumes of Haarlem and the Zuyder Zee. 
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You cannot forget it, and with nothing but the noblest and purest sugges- 
tion everywhere, you cannot lose by it. 

The cities are different,and usually disappointing. The folks wear clothes 
made by Hart, Shaffner & Marx of Chicago, ride in Yerkes " tubes,'' and 
breakfast on beefsteak, fried potatoes, and " co'n frittas." I asked in vain for 
Wienerwursts and kraut in Germany, and learned that Frankfurters belong- 
ed to Indiana and sour cabbage was the staple of New England. Paris is 
wonderfully beautiful, so is a cobra, good to look at until it gets a look at you. 
When I went in I had my cocker wait at the gate. London is the hell of 
squalor, Venice the hell of indolence, Paris the hell of irrestistible charni. 
The hell of it resisted, and any of these would make a passable paradise; but 
the band plays on at the big tent of enviroment, and a boy is a boy. 

I came out of Europe as fast as I went into it, and coming to the wild 
north woods I had arisen from a beautiful moss-covered sepulcher into the 
radiant sunlight. But the chimes of Bruges still ring! My trance will long 
be remembered, and my reading will be the more intelligent; but my work 
' will be done at home in my normal senses. If I cannot do it here I cannot 
do it at all. With most of us our best opportunity is nearest at hand. I 
am glad that I went to Europe, and as glad that I soon returned. Still, I 
am not quite sure that my early vision of the Old World was worth less than 
my later inspection of it. 

After all, what you want is what you want. To draw, we must draw, as 
well here as anywhere. To see things, dream; to accumulate, drift. The 
peregrinating pebble may gather Uttle moss, but it picks up a sight of polish, 
which is better. If you are big enough, nothing will hurt you ; if you are little 
enough, nothing will help. Further than that I have said nothing, and court 
no quarrel. I hope some day to be artist enough to have nothing to say 
about it. I know nothing that can be said to the artist that will do him any 
good, and nothing about art that will do anybody any good. Art talks for 
itself, and the art of America will yet shout as a voice in the woods. Each 
thinking man will find a law unto himself and the Barbarbian shall be the 
riddle of Rome. Ivan Swift. 




